would never consent to meet him in single combat, and Prospero was
not disposed to another encounter with a band of assassins*
Yet when he had taken his resolve, the necessity to go ashore was
increased in urgency. He mast provide for the voyage ahead, and
whilst he could leave the victualling to Ferruccio, only he, himself,
could deal with the matter of gold supplies. So ashore he went, soon
after the hot noontide, at the hour at which men are taking their
siestas, when the quays are empty of all but those who sleep upon them.
He went muffled in a cloak, with a wide-brimmed hat to overshadow h is
face, and he was attended by two of his knaves, who presently returned
with him, staggering under the burden of a chest fetched from the
Bank of St. George. Yet for all his precautions he was seen and
watched aboard. Lamba had stirred the vigilance of needy idlers by a
widely proclaimed promise of twenty ducats to the man who brought
him word of where Prospero Adornq lurked.
The rogue who had spied upon him made haste away with news of
his discovery. Lamba, however, was from home when the informer
got there. He was away on his relentless hunt, and was thought by
his people to have gone towards Carignano, Fretted by this, the spy
had betrayed more of his purpose than was prudent, thinking thus to
spur Lamba's people to tell him where their master could be found.
These had talked in their turn, and before sunset it was known in more
than one quarter of the city that Messer Prospero Adorno, so fiercely
sought by Messer Lamba Doria, was in hiding aboard his felucca.
What they did not know was that the felucca, hurriedly made ready for
the voyage, was on the point of setting sail
News of it at last reached Lamba, when he came home belatedly to
dine, wearied by a fruitless search. At about the same hour it reached
the Fassuolo Palace, and so troubled the Duchess that she was for
dispatching at once a messenger to the felucca. Her niece, however, in
a trouble deeper far than Madonna Peretta's, yet preserving an outward
semblance of self-mastery, insisted upon going herself, upon that
errand.
"I could trust no other," was her answer to her aunt's protests.
"And there is more to do than merely warn him of this fire-eater's
threats. He must be persuaded to leave Genoa. He is not safe here."
Monna Peretta looked at her wistfully,
"I understand, my dear. God send a speedy end to this wretched
tangle. Go, then, Gianna, and prevail upon him to be gone, at least
until my lord returns. Then, at last, I hope, peace will be made."
And so, at about the hour of sunset, a closed mule-litter emerged
from the Cow Gate and clattered over the kidneystones of the pier
below it, past an untenanted trireme that was moored alongside, and
past a fishing-boat aboard which men were singing as they stowed their
nets. It came to a halt beside a broad felucca that announced its
identity by the gilded cat's head on the prow, and Madonna Gianna
was handed from it by one of the two grooms who escorted her.
A premature dusk overhung the city as she stepped forth, dver-
head the sky was black, and out of the west came a mutter of distant
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